54                 THE CITIES OF SPAIN
forsaken garden where on a little hill a great lonely
Crucifix, black in the sunset blesses the desert, it was
of him, the great adventurer, I talked, with an old Friar
who accompanied me,
' His genius was so great that, although I have never
seen the sea, when I remember him and his dreams I
seem to understand everything: the promise of the
sunset, the immensity of the ocean, the visions that must
be true.'
The old Friar with his long white beard blown over
his shoulders by the wind seemed in the twilight to be
speaking as much to himself as to me. Far away over
the desert the bells of Salamanca recalled the birth of
Christ. But he was thinking of other things; in his eyes
was the light of the great enthusiasm, his old worn hand
trembled as he stretched it out over that sad and
beautiful world.
' I have heard that he would discern the nearness of land
in a piece of floating seaweed, or in the flight of a bird, or in
the strength of the wind. When one speaks of him cities,
clouds, mountains, disappear, and only what is formed
by the spirit remains. Like the greatest Saints he
seemed ever to be listening to a voice silent for other
men,' Then he was silent. Out of the desert night was
coming. When at last we turned and made our way
slowly back to the convent, it was quite dark,